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POINS : There are pilgrims going to Canterbury with
rich offerings, and traders riding to London with
fat purses: I have visors1 for you all; you have
horses for yourselves: I have bespoke supper
to-morrow night in Eastcheap : we may do it as
secure as sleep. If you will go, I will stuff your
purses full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home
and be hanged.

As soon as Falstaff has gone out of the room, Poins
plots with the Prince to keep out of the way while
Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto and Co. take a purse, and then
set upon them in the dark and take it from them.

p. HENRY : But I doubt they will be too hard for us.

POINS : Well, for two of them, I know them to be as
true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for the
third, if he fight longer than he sees reason, I'll
foreswear arms.2 The virtue of this jest will be, the
incomprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will
tell us, when we meet at supper: how thirty, at
least, he fought with; what wards, what blows,
what extremities he endured ; and in the reproof of
this lies the jest.

p. HENRY : Well, I'll go with thee: provide us all
things necessary, and meet me to-morrow night in
Eastcheap ; there I'll sup. Farewell.

At the place of meeting, the two conspirators make
an excuse to slip away. The poor travellers walk
unsuspecting into the ambush.

Enter TRAVELLERS.

1 Masks.   2 Give up fighting.